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An Indian soldier who had contracted lockjaw, looked
up to the veranda where we stood surrounded by guards
and made piteous signs to his mouth with the stump of an
arm. We bribed our way down to him, to give him water :
his skin was so covered with lice that it looked grey
instead of brown, and the handless arm was crawling
with maggots : he died in a fit before we could do any-
thing for him.

It was little we could do for any of the cripples, for
Ibrahim Ghani Bey, the Commandant, arrived while we
were endeavouring to help them, and cursed and whipped
our guards for allowing us to leave the veranda. We were
driven back at the point of the bayonet.

With such a hell-hound in command at Mosul, escape
was urgent in order to carry news of the condition of our
men to England, but Ghaib Chaoush was still thinking over
the plan we had propounded, and preserved a tantalising
silence.

Finally, a sordid question of money proved to be our
undoing. We had already given Ghaib five pounds (which
represented so much bread taken out of our mouths) in
order to buy escaping gear, but he now stated that
another fifty pounds was indispensable immediately for
three horses and two Mauser pistols* This sounded reason-
able ; such things could not be secured on credit.

We could not borrow from other prisoners, yet money
we must have We hoped that we would be able to
negotiate a cheque, and we**e in touch through Ghaib
with an hotel keeper, when Ghaib mislaid (or stole) a
five-pound note that had been entrusted to him by
another officer. This officer complained to the Com-
mandant about the loss, for the money had been intended
to buy food for the seven of us.